The wojl lamentable Tragedie 

Saturnine. And you hauerung ic luftilymy Lord£ 
Somewhat to early for new married Ladies, 

Baffin. LautntAj how fay you 5? (more. 1 

Lauinia, I fay no :I baue bene broad awake twohouies& 
Satur* Come on then, horfe and Chariots let vs haue, 
And to our fport: Madam, now (hall ye fee* 

Our Romainc hunting. 

Marcus, I hauedoggsmy Ldrd, 

Will rouze the proudeft Panther in the Chafe, 

And clime the higheft promontary top, 

Titus, And I haue horfe will follow wherethegatne 
Makes way, and runneslike fwallowes ore the plains, 
Deme, CWrawwe hunt not we, with horfe nor hound 
But hope to plucke ajdainty Doe to ground* Sxmt, 

Enter Aren alone, 

Moore . He that had wit would thinkethat Ihadnone, 
To bury fo much gold vnder a tree, 

And ncuer after to inherited. 

Lethim that thinks ofmefoabieftly, 

Know that thisgold mud coineaftratagemcj 
Which cunningly effe died, will beget 
Avery excellent peeceofvill any : 

And fo repofe fweet gold for their v.nreft. 

That haue their almes out of the EmprefTc Chert. 

Enter Tumor a alone to the tJMoore* 

T amor a. My louely Aron, wherefore look’ft thou fad, 
When euery thing doth make a glcefull boaft ? 

The birdschaunt melody on euery bu/h, 

The Snake lies rolled in the chearefull funne, 

The greene leaues quiuer with the cooling windc. 

And make a checkerd fhadow on the ground : 

Vnder their fweet ihade, Aron let vs fit, 

And whilft the babling Ecchoe mocks the hounds* 
Replying fhrilly to the tun’d homes, 


As 


of Tim An droniem, 

As if a doublehunt were heard at once, 

Ler vs fit clowne and marke their yellowing noyfc: 

And after conflict filch as wasfuppofde 
The wandrin g Prince and Dido once enioyed. 

When with a happy ftorroe they were furprifde. 

And curtaind with a counfaile-keeping Caue, 

Wemay each wreathed in the others armes, 

{ Our paftiraesdone) pofTefTe a golden {lumber. 

Whiles hounds and homeland fweet melodious birds 
Be vntovsas isaNurfesfong 
Of Lullabie, to bring her Babe a fleepe. 

Aron. Mad; me, though Venus gouernc your dcfh' C3 J 
S aturve is domin ; tor euer mine : 

What fignifit s my deadly (landing eye, 

My (ilence, and my cloudy melancholic, 

M v fleece of Woolly hairethat now vricurles* 

Iiuen as an Adder when (he doth viiro wle 
To do fomefatall execution ? 

No Madam, thelc are no veneriall fignes, 

Vengeance is in my heart, death in m v hand. 

Blood and reuenge arehammering in my head* 

H arke Tumor a the Empreffe of my ibule. 

Which neuer hopes mcreheauen then refts in thee. 

This is the day ofdoomc for Bafsianus, 

His Philomel mu ft ioole her tongue to day, 

T hy fonnes make pillage of her chaftity, 

And walk their hands in B affiants blood, 

Scelt t hou this letter, take it vp I pray thee, 

Andgiue the King thisfatall plotted fcrowle. 

Now queflionmenonerc weaxeefpied, 

Hecrecomesa parcell of our hopeful 1 booty, 

Which dreads not yet their hues deftrudhon* 

Enter Baflianus*w?d Lauinia 
Tumor a. Ah my fweete Moors, fw ester to me then life; 



